 
         Thousands of words? No. Pictures
 
         Feline. Woman. Hermaphrodite. Proportions out of this world. Well beyond Tapestrian. Exaggerated. Realism should've snapped her in half. Yet she does not. She stands. Wide, narrow and wide. Like this: http://gelbooru.com/index.php?page=post&s=view&id=332212 
 
         She smiles. She is motherly. She is cheerful. Eyes green, hair like the whitest of stars, the cascading nebula in the galaxy's cradle. Lips in a perpetual smile. Countless beads and jewelry to form braids, bangs and small dreadlocks. A furred Belldandy.
 
         She wears nothing. Naked. She has four, four, four, four arms. She wears piercings beyond reason. Too many for pictures to render justice. Too many for portrayed accuracy. Hoops in ears, in neck, collar laced through, all along the arms and legs. Bracelets, rings, on six! fingers and toes apiece, tiara and tribal collar of pure gold and colorful rainbow gemstones, star and snowflake in nipples, pendant in navel, so much more elsewhere, where it counts. Curtains of golden fine chains linking arms to arms, arms to legs, arms to hoops along her back, outlining two columns of pussies through which large bronze links have formed an impossible corset lacing. Such madness! No one would dare draw. She smiles. She drips. She likes this.
 
         Tattoos? Paint? Dye? Light royal blue, accented and not clashing. Twists, tribal swirls, covering like a catsuit, inching along the cheeks and going down to each wrist and ankle. Like this: http://gelbooru.com/index.php?page=post&s=view&id=579172
 
         Cocks. She did display herself a hermaphrodite. Openly. Nakedly... She's got a pair of knee-reaching, knee-weakening tools that would demolish the common of mortals and fulfill the desires of a reality-bender. Like this: http://gelbooru.com/index.php?page=post&s=view&id=438829 
 
         To accompany, cunts. Twins, side by side, puffy to a fault, pierced and linked and decorated like all else, reaching so far back that her other entrance is nowhere to be seen. She could well make love to a clone of herself with nary an ill effect. Briefly, the picture of such a scene flashes into you. She imposes it. She forces it. She giggles as she offers this shameless display. Maybe it's because of her clits. Distented appendages, hanging to her ankles, most often coiled around her shafts and plugging their ends.
 
         ....Like this?
 